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My priefts can keepe, their temples vndefyled,
And yet defie, all Superstition.

Lo now my Lorde, what thinke you by my priefts ?

Although they were, the laft that ihewed themfelues,

I faide at firft, their office was to pray,

And fmce the time, is fuch euen now a dayes,

As hath great nede, of prayers truely prayde,

Come forth my priefts, and I wil bydde your beades

I wil prefume, (although I be no priest)

To bidde you pray, as Paule and Peter prayde.

Then pray my priefts, yea pray to god himfelfe, The poets

That he vouchfafe, (euen for his Chriftes fake)Beades

To giue his word, free paffage here on earth,

And that his church (which now is Militant)

May foone be fene, triumphant ouer all,

And that he deigne, to ende this wicked world,

Which walloweth fill, in Sinks of filthy finne.

Eke pray my priests, for Princes and for Kings,
Emperours, Monarks, Duks, and all eftates,           For

Which fway the fworde, of royal gouemment,     nnces*
(Of whom our Queene, which hues without compare
Muft be the chiefe, in bydding of my beades,
Elfe I deferue, to lefe both beades, and bones)
That God giue light, vnto their noble mindes,
To maintame truth, and therwith ftil to wey
That here they reign e, not onely for themfelues,
And that they be but flaues to common welth,
Since al their toyles, and all their broken fleeps
Shal fcant fuffize, to hold it ftil vpright

Tell fome (in Spaine) how clofe they kepe their clofets,
How felde the winde, doth blow vpon their cheeks,
While as (mene while) their funburnt futours fterue
And pine before, their proceffe be preferrde.
Then pray (my priefts) that god wil giue his grace,
To fuch a prince, his fault in time to mende.

Tel fome (in France) how much they loue to dance,